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Was it more prctious to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 

Slav, The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London, 

Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares was fure, 

And they indeed had no caufc to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a necdlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: fhall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newes. 

This day tnofc men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

•SVd.They for their truth might better weave their heads. 
Then fomc that haue accufdc them weave their hat,: 

But come my Lo*. let vs away . Enter Haft, a Purftuant. 

Haft. Goyou before, lie follow, prefently. 

Haft. Well met Haftings-bow goes the world with dice! 

Pur, The better that it pleafe your Lo: to adcc. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now wc rneete: 

Then was I going prifotier to the T ower, 

By the fuggeftion of the'Queenes allies: 

But now I tclithcc (keepe it to thy fclfc) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I inbetter flate then eucr I was. 

Pur, God hold it to your honors good content. 

TAt/bGramercy Haftings,hold fpend thou that :Hegiues 

Pur. God faue your Lordflnp. (hint his pur fe. 

Haft. W hat fir Iohn you are well met, (Enter a Pnejl . 

I am beholding to you foryour laft daies exercifc: 

Come the next fabaotli,and I will content you. H< w'r 
Enter 'Buckingham* ( m tar< ‘ 

Bue. How now Lo: Chamberlaine, what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft (prielt. 
Your honour hath no (hriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talkeof came into my mindc: 

What, go you to the tower my Lord? , 
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Wuc. I do, but long! /hall not flay, binw 
I (ball rcturne before your Lordlhip thence.? 

* Haft, Ti* like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

£#f.*And (upper too, although thou knoweft it not: 

Come (hall we go along? _ g . 

Enter Sir Richard Rati feymth the Lord Ritter r, 
Gray/tnd Vaughan frifouers* 

Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day {halt thou behold a fubieA die, , ; ; > 

Fortruth/or duty, and for loyaltic. _ 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 

A knot you are of damned bloudfuckcrs, 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudieprifon, 

Fatall and dominious to noble pecrcs. 

Within the guilty dofure of thy walls 
Richard the fecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more {launder to thy difmall foulc, 

We giucthec vpour guiltlefle blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfc is falne vpon our heads : 

For Handing by, when Richard flabd her fonne: 
J51««.Thencurft fhe Haftings.tben curft fhe Buckingham: 
Then curft ftie Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc her praiers for them as now for rs, 

And for my fifter,andhcr princely fonne: 

Re fatiflied deare God with out, true blouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly muft be fpilc. 

Rat. Come, come, djfpatch, the limit of your lines isoUt. 
Rta. Come Gray , come Vaughan,let vs all imbrace 
And take our lcauc Vntill we mectc in heauen.' Exeunt* 

Enter the Lords to Councell. 

Ha§. My Lords, at once the caufe why wc are met. 

Is to determine of the coronation: , ! 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Bue. Arc all things fitting for that royall time ? 

‘Dar. It is, and wants but nomination. 

Riu. To morrow thcn,I guefle a happietime. 

Bue* who knowes the Lord proteftors mind hflreifil 

G Wt® 


m 




150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 






